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AGREEABLE SURPRISE. 


ACT I $CaNE I 


Peaſants in rural Merriment, after Harveſt. 


Sir Fxtix and Cour To. 
EEE ELLE... 


ERE we ling, dance and play, 
H. Nor perceive the blithe day 


Is departing, when gliding ſo ſmoothly away. 


Comp. Let poets ſtill carol the beauties of Spring, 
And love-lorn ſhepherds of ſummer may ſing ; | 
'Tis Autumn beſtows full fruition of joy, 

Rich treaſure, ſweet pleaſure, 

That never can cloy, 


Sir Fel. The yellow leaf falling, preſents the wiſe page, _ 

| That bids us lay up for our winter of age; a 

While labour ſubſiding, ſtill ſweetens pete, 2 

And our wealth, roſy health, ö 

0 rom indu uy flows. — _ 
Here we ling, &c. 7 


Sir Fel. There chews; get you gone all to the lawn, 
and be as merry as good cheer, ſtrong beer, and the pipe 1 
and tabour can make you. q 

Peay. Long life and happy days to our maſter Sir Fe- 1 
lix! [ Exeunt Peaſants. Y 

| 


ER. 


Sir Fel. O Compton Jam ſo happy to- day! Is n't | 

that your old ſervant Thomas? 
Comp. Ay, Sir Felix, now my old ſervant : fidelity | 
roots the Poor fellow in a barren ſoil. 
5 or 
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Sir Fel. Deſire Lingo to come here, Exit John ) Here 


Thomas drink my health, {gives him money.) We'll have 
none of our verdure wither to-day, for want of moiſture. 


oY | +] | | (Exit Thomas.) 

Ah, friend Compton, had you but continued partner- 
ſhip with me to this day, well—Ay, ay, I ſtuck to Black- 
well-hall, till I converted my wool into a golden fleece, 
You muſt, like a filly ſheep, go privateering, and ſo be 
fieeced by the French and Spaniards. 

Comp. Why, Sir Felix, no reflections on the part you 
dave taken, I thought it more honourable to be ſhorn in 
facing the foe, than in ſafety to carry back a branded 
fleece, by flying from the enemies of my country. 
Sir Fel, Well ſaid my old battering ram. You're a 

loyal ſubject, and ſhall never be without his Majeſty's 
picture, while I have a collection. A friend to the King 
ſhould never want his countenance. You're a true pa- 
triot too; and it's a pity, that a lover of his country ſhould 


ever be in want of the bleſſing ſhe produces. But come, 


give me the ſong that firlt ſet you agog on de ara 
Comp. Sir Felix, I ſhan't repine at my private loſſes, 
ſo long as we can keep the dominion of the ſea, and pre- 


ſerve the Trident put into our hands by our valiant ore 


father. e, e 
© %% 
| Thus, thus, my boys, our anchor's weigh'd, 
See Britain's glorious flag diſplay'd ! 
Unfurl the ſwelling fail! = 
Sound, ſound your ſhells, ve Tritons ſound ! 
Let every heart with joy rebcund ! | | 
We ſcud before the gale. 
See Neptune quits his wat'ry car, 
Depos'd by Jove's decree, 
Who hails a free-born Britiſh tar 
The ſov'reign of the fea. 
Now, now we leave the land behind, 
Our loving wives, and ſweethearts kind, 
Perhaps to meet no more! 


Great 
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Great George commands ; it muſt be ſo; 
And glory calls; then let us go! 
Nor figh a wiſh for ſhore. ES 
LY | | For Neptune, &c. 
A fail a-head, our decks we clear; _ 
Our canvas croud; the chace we near, 
In vain the Frenchman flies. | 
A broadſide pour d thro* clouds of ſmoke, 
Our Captain roars—My hearts of oak! 
Now draw and board our prize. 8 
1 I For Neptune, &c. 
The ſcuppers run with Gallic gore; 
The white rag ſtruck, Monſieur no more 
Ditputes the Britiſh ſway. HERE 
A prize! we tow her into port, 
And hark! ſalutes from every fort, 
_ H1uzza, my ſouls, huzzal _ | mY 
as PO, For Neptune, &c. 


Sir Fel. Thank ye, thank ye, old partner! Od! I'm 
fo happy to- r f ð „ 
Comp. Pray, Sir Felix, may I beg e the cauſe 


of this happineſs, and theſe extraordinar 
Sir Felix. Why, Compton, tis nece 
know this day is a triple feſtival, a little calendar man, 
my birth day, har veſt home, and Laura's wedding. 
Comp. My daughter! To whom, Sir Felix? 
Sir Fel. 'To my ton. OE 
Comp. Eugene! I'm ſurpriſed! 5 
Sir Fel. I love to furpriie people with good news.— 
You know this was always my intention. 
Comp. And. is this all certain? 1 
Sir Fel. True as that you have brought up my ſon as 
your's, and I your daughter as an orphan that I had adop- 


eparations ? 


ed You know.they love each other, and in this union 


of hearts my grand point is aniwered. I am fo happy 


hat my ſon, by thinking himfelf not worth a ſhilling, has 


ſcaped the ſoppery and ideas of diflipation he might have 
mbibed from a knowledge of being heir to my — ; 
din your Laura I ſhall have a daughter-in-law poſſeſſed 
„% ny 


y. you ſhould 


ot 


<- 
CT ens EE on et Cera ner 
G ——— — — 
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of ſenſe to diſtinguiſh merit, though linked to poverty- 
and generoſity to reward it with her heart. 


Comp. Dear Sir Felix, this goodneſs to a child of 
mine is a meaſure 1 | 05 

Sir Fel. Vou wicked man, would you oppoſe goodneſs ? 
— Ha, ha, ha! this is pleaſant. Laura loves Eugene, tho 
ſhe thinks he's not worth a groat; and though he doats 
upon her, yet, awed by her fortune, the poor fool, ſighs at 


humble diſtance. Yes; and egad ! there were folks ſigh- 
1og for him too. Why, do you know, Compton, he has 
made a conqueſt of a.rich cheeſemonger's widow in the 
Borough, who ſuppoſing him much poorer than herſelf, 


forced money upon him t) lure his affection. Ha, ha, ha 


this old mouidv widow will have him in ſpite of his teeth; 


and thinking him ſtill incapable of repaying her in coin, 
actually deſigns to hunt him with an attorney, and follow 
him here into the country, to force him into marriage. 


la, ha, ha! but where's Eugene now; becaufe the bride- 
groom's preſence is neceſlary at a wedding you know. 


Comp. I left him at home drawing. 


Sir Fel. At ſtudy how to get his bread by ſcratching 


upon copper, or daubing canvaſs. Ha, ha, ha! 


Comp. True, Sir Felix. From the idea he has Fortune 


ſtill to court, he is diligent in improving every grace, 


and acquiring every accomplifiment that can render him 


worthy of her favour. 


Sir Fel. And Laura in Londen, laying out a few hun- 
dreds I gave her this mornjpp. DR 


Comp. Without an adea«tfat J am her father, or even 


breathing but from your bounty. O Sir Felix! to {0 


many obligations in the ſcale, gratitude is a feather. 


Sir Fel. Then keep it to yourſelf, you feather-headed 


gooſe. Arn't we to be happy ?—Compton, you took me 
1nto partnerſhip with you, when all my ſtock was a little 


honeſty, a poor capital as the world goes! I have now the 
means, you the inclination. And were you rich and 1 
poor, I know you'd act by me, as J mean to do by you. 
flere! Lingo, Lingo ?! „ 


Comp. I fee you have brought home your new butler. 
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Sir: Fel. Yes, Sir; but he's a curſt fellow, as ignorant 
as dirt. It ſeems he has been a ſchoolmaſter here in 
the country, taught all the bumpkin fry what he calls 
Latin; and the damn'd dog ſo patches his own. bad Eng- 
liſh with his bits of bad Latin, and jumbles the Gods, 
Goddeſſes, Heroes, celeſtial, and infernal together at ſuch 
a rate; I took him to oblige a fooliſh old friend of mine, 
who intended him for Saint Omers; ſo I muſt keep him 
to draw good wine, and brew balderdaſh Latin, 
Lingo! | Os Ions ls: W064 4 
Comp. I ſee a carriage coming down the avenue. 
Sir Fel. En! it's Laura. Step you home for Eugene. 
D'ye hear, Compton ? not a word till J break the matter 
myſelf. Edod ! they'll be as happy! | 
Comp. I am ſure they, will be perfectly ſo. 
The virgin lily of the night, 
Aurora finds in tears; | 
But ſoon in coif of native white 
Her fragrant head ſhe rears. _ 
No longer droops, diftreſs'd, forlorn, 
But freſh and blythe as May, 
She riſes to perfume the morn, 
And ſmiles upon the day. 
The limpid ſtreams of noble ſource, 
That miles in darkneſs flow, 
Emerging in their devious courſe 
Tranſlucent beauties ſhew. | 
O'er golden ſands they gently glide, 
Unruffied with the AM ten 
Reflecting heaven with ſplendid pride, 
As rolling through the vale. [Ex. 
Sir Fel. I'll puzzle 'em a little firſt though; their ſur. 


riſe and joy will be the greater. 
nter Laura, Fringe, and William, vich band boxes, Sc. 
Sir Fel. Eh! Laura! welcome home, my girl. 
Lan. I thank you, Sir.— Here, Fringe, take theſe things 
io the houſe. 251 0% n to For £ft7 


. e 
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Frin. Yes, Madam, © © . 
Sir Fel. Here we are, eh! —very well, —Laid out all 
your caſh!—Well, well. —Did-n't run in debt I hope? 
Lau. No, Sir; your kindneſs amply ſupplied me. 

Sir Fel. That's right, But come—your journal. 

Lau. Now will he pretend to rail at my extravagance, 
altho* he delights in every wiſh of mine. (A4/ide) Firſt, 
Sir, I rattled up to my Milliner's in Bond- ſtreet.— Mrs. 


Bufont has a charming tafte.—There's a cap, Sir ;—the | 


very crown of elegance 


Sir Fel. And coſt a crown in filver, I warrant now! 


Lau. Acrown! dear Sir, it's cheap of three guineas. 
Sir Fel. Three guineas!—Bond-ſtreet!—They make 
mighty pretty caps in Cranbourn-alley.  _ 
Lau. True, Sir. But it we don't yield a little to the 
_ faſhions of the times, we ſhall make a ruſty appearance to 
our poliſhed neighbours of the Continent. 5 
Sir Fel. Laura, I like a medium. I'll neither rut in 
particularity, nor will I be a weather-cock to every puff 
of faſhion. 15 VV | OD 
| VCC 
In Jacky Bull, when bound for France, 
The goſling you diſcover: 3 
But taught to ride, to fence, and dance, 
A ſiniſh'd gooſe comes over. 
With his tierce and carte, ſa, ſal 
And his cotillion ſo ſmart, ha! ha! 
He charms each female heart, oh la! 
As Jackey returns from Dover. 
For cocks and dogs, ſee ſquire at home, 
The prince of country tonies! - _ 
Return d from Paris, Spa, or Rome, 
Our *iquire's a nice Adonis. 
With his tierce and carte, fa, fa! 
And his cotillion ſo ſmart, ha! ha! 
The pink of maccaronies, 


dir 
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Sir Fel. For a trip or ſo, I ſhould have no obje ction to 
a ſnuff at the air of Fontainbleau ; ſhould like to ſee the 
little chapel at Loretto, or the great tun of Heidelburgh, 
or the Eſcurial, the bull feaſt, the goblins, tapeſtry, 
or, no offence to his Holineſs? great toe, to pop my noſe 
into the Vatican. But after all, I ſhould be unfaſhion- 
able enough to prefer little England to all the gardens 
and fountains of France, and palaces and converſationi of 
Ital 5 
Low I apprehend, Sir, I ſhould be ſomewhat of . 
1 in chat particular. = 5 
N 7 
The tuneful Iark, as ſoaring high 
Upon its downy wings, + IP 
With wonder views the vaulted fey, 
And mounting ſweetly fngs. 
Ambition ſwells its little breaſt, 
| Suſpended high in air; 
But gently dropping to the neſt, 5 
Finds real pleaſure there. [Exit 
Sir Fel. Ha, ha, ha!—Poor Laura. I'll ſurpriſe. you 
preſently—Lingo 
Lingo!—Q! here he comes at laſt, Now will he peſter i 
me with his dam'd barbarous Latin.—Lingo 


Eater Lingo, 


Lin. I'm here, Domine Felix. 
Sir Fel, Domine ! I'll Domine you blockhead againſt 
the wall, if you Domine me, . 
Lin. Iwon't, Domine F elix. 
Sir Fel. Again! 
Lin. I've done, Domine F elix. 
Sir Fel. Are your knives and glaſſes, and evey thing i 
ready for ſupper ? : 
Lin. All ready, Domine Felix. 
Sir Fel. O damn your Domine !—Pray, Lingo, fir ond 
e clever Ha great deal to do ;—And I beſeech you, let 


de hear no more of your curſed Latin. [ Exit. 
= Lin. 


Where is this crazy butler of mine? 
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Lin. My curſed Latin | a bleſſed n family this | 


have got into | 
Enter Cudden. 


L Crdden, whither ſo faſt? 
Cud. I am going upon the lawn to be merry, and to 
dance with my ſweatheat Cowſlip the dairy- maid, We'll 
have ſuch game 
Lin, Game Cudden, you muſt know the Olympic 
games were propria quæ maribus maſcula dicas, 
Cud. I know nought of French, maſter Lingo, T loves 
to hear- good Engliſh, becauſe as why, I {peaks good 
Engliſh ; and ſo good bye, meiſter butler. [ Exit, 
GT Enter Stump. | 
Tin. 0 farmer Stump! 
Stu. I can't ſtay. | 
Lin. You can'tſtay ! O you Adonis of the Wood u. 
ſunt divorum, Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, vivorum, | 
Stu. I don't underſtand Greek, | 
Lin, Ay, ay, all my Latin's Greek to theſe people, 
you unhappy clowns, oh you Cyclops! they know nothing, 
nor won't be learned. Not a ſoul in the houſe will liſten 
to me but cowſlip the dairy-maid ; and ſhe's going to jig 
| It upon the lawn with the dancing fawns and ruſty dane 
kins, And here ſhe comes. 


Enter Cowllip, 400 a bowl of cream. 


My * Cowllip, properly called Cowſlip, Nomina- 
tivo, hanc huc et hoc. 

Coæv. J have put the hock f into the fy labub, Mr. Lin- 
go, and here it is. 

Lin, What a ſenſible out i it is! 

Coy, Will you take it within, Mr. Lingo? * | 

Liz. No, child. I prefer the air, Zephyrus, ᷑olus, 
Boreas, and other gentle breezes will attend us here. I 
love the fragant pales. Cowſlip, fit down. 
noun adjective, and muſt not ſtand by yourſelf. Let's 
have a toaſt. 

Cow. I'll go bake o one, Sir. 


You're a 


Lin. 


* 
Lin, 


may N 


Cor 


7 inin 


Lin 


hings 


Cox 
Lin 


ere ! 


ind fc 


Cor 
Lin 
urop 
Con 
Lin 
Cor 
Lin 
Cor 
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is Lin. No, I'll make one. Here's that the maſculine 
nay never be neuter to the feminine gender. 
Cox. Here's that—ay, here's the maſculine to the fe- 
ninine gender (drinks) O Lord! left out the neuter. 
to! Lin. Your were right, Redte, Puella. 1 * theſe 
e' hings, child, ſo did Ovid and Cæſar. 
Cow. What, Cæſar the great dog, Sir? 
pie Lin. No, child! Judas Cæſar. Romulus and Remus 
ere ſuckled by a wolf. They raviſhed the Sabine girls, 
ves nd found Rome in Italy. 
ood | Cow. Ah! ſuch fellows would find room any where. 
vil. 1 Lia. Jupiter was a fine god. He ſwam on a bull to 
urope. He went into a flaſh. of fire for Semele. 
Coro. Yes, Sir, he'd go any lengths for his ale. 
Lin. I mean his amours. 
Ur! Cow. O ay; he'd drink with Moors « or Turks either, 
I Liz. Drink! who? 
Cow. Who! why Jep Peter, the old clothes man. 
Lin. O cœlum in terra! for all my converſation, I find 
ou know no more than the parſon of the pariſh. Ah, 
owſlip, if you was a goddeſs! the goddeſſes es Knew men 


d things. 
imp- Cow. More FERN for'em, Mr. Lingo, I ſay ! | 
I Lin. Jove loved an eagle, Mars a lion, Phœbus a 
ock, Venus a pidgeon, Minerva loved an owl. 
. Cow. I ſhould not have thought of your cock hav 
11na- pur owls, and your pidgeons, i if I was a W e | 
| ea roaſt duck. 
Lin- Lin. If you was Flora or Ceres! 
Cow. Serus! I am ſerus. 
Lin. O Cowſlip, the great old heroes perhaps you have 
ver heard of, lomer, Moſes, Hercules, or Wat Tyler ! 


zolus, WW Cow. No indeed, Sir, not I. 

e. I Yi. Cowllip, don t love the Clowns. That fellow, 8 
* a Wat Cudden, 1s a coloſſus of the road. He's a clown, a 
Let's 


re pheaſant ; and yet, I ſuſpect this Faunus, this young | 
enus 1s the deity, the great pan of the dairy. | 
Cow, I could not {et my cream, Sir, * a pan in 


Liz. . 
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Lin. O Cowllip, the fine gods but for a mortal exit 
Home, | 


8 © N G. 
Such beauties in view, 1 
Can never praiſe too high ; 
Not Pallas's blue eye 

Is brighter than thine, 


Not fount of Suſannah, 
Nor gold of fair Dana, 
Nor moon of Dianna, 


So clear can ſhine! 
Not beard of Silenus, 


Nor treſſes of Venus, 
1 ſwear by Quæ Genus 


With yours can compare; 


Not Hermes Caduces, 

Nor flower de luces, 

Nor all the Nine Muſes, 
To me is ſo fair. 


What poſe and roſes, 

Io nofes diſcloſes 

| Your breath all ſo ſweet ! 
To the tip of your lip, 
As they trip, the bees dip. 


Honey fp, like choice ſhip, 


And their hybla forget. 


When girls like you paſs us, 
J ſaddle Pegaſſus, 


And ride up Parnaſſus, ' 


To Helicon's ſtream : 
Even that is a puddle, 


Where others may muddle; 
My noſe let me fuddle 


In ** of your cream; 


exit 
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Old Jove, the great Hector, 
May tipple his Nectar, 
Of Gods the director, 
And thunder above: 


1d quaff of a full can 
As Bacchus or Vulcan, 
Or Jove the old bull can, 
To her that I love. 


Chorus What poſies, cc. 


SCENE . is Chanter.. 
Enter Laura. 


Where can Eugene be? at home, over his books and 


painting, 1 ſuppoſe. He'd be here if he thought I was 


come back. Ves, he is all tenderneſs and attention; but 
his difidence and provoking reſpec almoſt make me an- 
gry ſometimes. How a little a ſence endears to us the 


— of our r afection! 


| | Enter Eugene. 5 
1 You have been in London, madam, 


Lau. Js returned, Eugene. Why will you call me 
madam 


you know I don't like it. 


Eug. Impute my offence to the real cauſe, my reſpect 
to my divine Laura. 


of Sir Felix. 


Eug. My love, you have my heart, my life. But when 
I reflect on the diſtance my fate has thrown me from you, 


it checks my preſumption. I endeavour to hide from 


Lau. Send your reſpect back to its ſource, the bounty 4 | 


ſelf-contempt, and would, if Potlible, ſhrink from my 


own opinion. 


Las. What was I, Eugene? a poor, abandoned or- 


phan; and but for the Ed attention of Sir Felix, I 
ſhould be a wretched outcaſt, and experience the cold re- 


world, 


8; ag, 


N 8 „ * o « > __ — * __ 
NO EE adds * 


ception poverty muſt expect from a hard and ſordid - 
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Eig. O my love, had we been born humble villager, 
with my Laura I ſhould have been happy. 
Lau. And I too with my Engene. 


M 


Happy, harmleſs, rural pair, 
Void of Jealouſy or care; 
[ | Emblems of the bleſs'd above, 


Sharing pure ſeraphic love! 


By the brook beneath the ſhade 
Of the lofty poplar laid, 
Chearful ſtrains awake the grove, 
Dulcet notes of peace and love! 


Say ye proud, ye rich and great, 
Circled round with noiſe and ſtate; 
Real pleaſures can ye prover-” ff * 
5 No, tis found 1 in rural love. = 
| T hey retire up the 1 l 
Enter Sir Felix and Compton. 


Sir Fel. Compton, look there, a paar of —_ Look g 
ſee there's looks of love. * 

Comp. Unfeig ned affection indeed, "© TE 

Sir Fel. Egad! I 1 ſurpriſe them, Pi dilturb the 
tranquillity. | | . 


Comp. Dear Sir 
Sit Fel. Be 5605 man: Their; joy will be the gre: 
afterwards.— Ha! Eugene my boy, we han t had ad 

of chat to day. | 

Eug. The loſs was mine, Sir. 

Sir Fel. Compton, now for it. —Laura, do you kn 

that I am very happy to- day? 
Lau. Dear Sir, you never can be happier than 11 
cerely wiſh you. 
Sir Fel. 1 thank you, child Ves, yes—Ha, ha, 18 
I delight in a wedding. | -E 
Lau. Sir! 
Sir Fel. We are to have a wedding under this roof! 


* Eugene. : ; 


6111 


ir 


— — ow — 
— ————— — — 
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lager: Fg. Indeed e OY oa 
Sir Fel. Yes; I am going to marry. 
Eig. Who Sir? 
cir Fel Laura. 
Lau. Me, Sir! ä 
Sir Fel. Ves; I am going to marry you to my ſon. 
Fug. Son! Have you a fon, Sir? 
Comp. He has, Eugene; > a ſon worthy of ſuch a father. 
Eugene. And he is to be united to Laura! 
Sir Fel Yes, Eugene, he's a good lad. I'll «fire 
ou you'll like him exceedingly, Eugene. Egad ; you'll 
ever be out of his company. But he” s at hand to bleis 


ny hopes, crown my w. ihes, and end my Cares, You! ve 


10 0bjection, Laura? 


Leura. Gratitude, 8 ir, muſt ever make your will the 


rude Of mine. —Till now 1 never felt the lots of a pa- 
ent. ( Aide. ) x 

Hage. Eugene. Never till now did I regret the want of a for- 
ane. A, | 

C:miton, My heart blee 4s for chem. ; 

Sir Fel. Nonſenſe! when happineſs comes unexpected, 


| : © 00! 


ehind a cloud. 
n T T-0. 
Vir Felix, O how ſweetly pleaſure? 5 taſted, 
Uſher'd in by grief or pain; 
Ever joy, ſome joy is waſted ; 
Give me ſunſhine after rain. 
mpton. A trial ſo ſevere diſcovers 
True affection's real charms: 
Hapleſs, happy, faithful lovers! _ 
Soon you'll bleſs each others arms, 
ir Felix, Oh exquilite pleaſure ! 
& Oh joy beyond meaſure | 
W hat ſay you, my Laura? what ſay 
you, my friend? 
'Then hey for a wedding! 
And hey for a bedding ! 
And hey for a baby at nine months end. 


great! 
ad a 
ou kn 
n It 


ha, | 


roof! 


L 


t brings a double bleſſing, and cheers like the ſun from 


2 | Laura 
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3 OCeleſtial patience, meek-ey'd maid, 8 
| Impart thy lenient power! 
and With cal ent eil ek. 1 
Eugene. ith calm content tis thou mult aid, 


And cheer the adverſe hour, 
Sir Felix, We'll be merry, by jingo; - 
RS I've got ſome old relicks 
Of Bacchus——why Lingo! 
GEE. Enter Lingo, Fs 
Lingo, Here Domine Felix. 
Sir Felix. You know my choice old ſack, 
es Go fetch a dozen bottles; 
„ Brave Bacchus we'll attack, 
{.ingo, And bibo all our throttles. 
Sir Feli. A feaſt's not worth a fig 
Without a luſty jorum. 
Lingo. Hey popolorum jig, 
Hey jiggo popolorum. 
e d. 
Hey popolorum jig, 
Hey jiggo popolorum. 


AC Tu. 
SCENE I. 4n Inn. 
Drarvs and diſcovers Mrs. Cheſhire and Chicane, 


| Chicane. CO, my glaſs of brandy and water is finiſhed 
1 and by this time the horſes are putting t0 


Mrs. G. We'll be upon him. He has got my lette 


by this; and Sir Felix Friendly, who lives here belos 


bas given me notice of Eugene's intentions to marry al 


orphan girl ſomewhere here in the country ; but I thin 
vil forbid the banns. You've the writ ready, Mr. Chi 

Cane F © --- 5 | | | 
Chicane, In my pocket. But, Mrs. Cheſhire, I tn 
you'll let no tender qualm prevent the execution of * 


11 


* 


mne. 


niſhed 
ting to 
7 lettet 
below 
ATTY A 
I thin 
r. Chi 


I tr 
f It, 


- my; gig. after a fellow? 1 
Juſband hada fenen dee 
3 
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aſe the young man, this Eugene, ſhall refuſe to marry 
you. 


Mrs. C. Tender qualms! 


a woman. No, Sir; the more we love, the more we hate, 
when that love is ſighted. And am not I right, Sir? not 
a better filled cheeſe ſhop in the Borough than mine. 
What would the fellow have; and Pray Sir, an 1 a wife 
for any man? 
Chicane. 
ſhire. And what's better, there's plenty of yau. | 
Mrs. C. Ah! that's what my poor dear huſband uſed 
to fa 
Tan, Ay, mere curds and whey ;—wouldn't do for 
a city feaſt, Delicate as Parmeſan, Mr. Chicane, Why, 
wite, ſays he, you're an honour to Tooley-ſtreet. A no- 
ble Cheſhire caſt in a Dutch mould. If he {till refuſes my 
hand and property, | 
Ci. To priſon he goes. Yau, [ have got a bailiff that 


Wife ! ay, and a good wife too, Mrs. Ghe- 


think will ht him. Yes, my bailiff*s an agreeable fel- 
low. Tom Touch has a moſt taking way with bim. Yes 


yes, he'll ſleep in the King's Bench to night. 


Mrs. C. Ay, as ſure as you have two ears upon your Ws 1 


head, Mr. Chicane. _ 

Chi. Then he's ſafe enough. ( Aſide $1 

Mrs. C. Yes, yes, to priſon he goes; and I think 1 any 
right, Sir, 

Chi. Right! if not, Madam, I would not be acted 
for you. 


repaired it though. ( Aſide. 

Mrs. C. Come, Mr. Chicane, riſe 
poor bealts haye;fed.—A tolerable | on to draw wu ano 
me in a gig from Landon. ©: s 


Chi. Oaly two hours and four ſinuien: You ave an ex 
} edlen g Mrs. Cheſhire. 139 0e 


: Mrg,,C 


pretty work, Sir, in fuch/ rekther;: Ania 
AC Sir; though:my dea 

ag aids Hut- igt whew 

Ig 


you're a good lawyer, I be- 
lieve, Mr. Chicane, but you are little read in the heart of 


The good ſoul died of a ſurfeit at the London | 


I like to be on the right ſide; and in my laf 
cauſe particularly, I lent an ear to Jjuſtice——She neveT 


O!1 hope the, 
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— —— ey rr * 


Laura [Celeſtial patience, meek-ey'd maid,, 
1 Impart thy lenient power! 
© and. : 5 ; 
F ] With calm content 'tis thou muſt aid, 
genes | 


And cheer the adverſe hour, 


| Sir Felix, "We'll be merry, by jingo ; 


Il.!' ve got ſome old relicks 
Of Bacchuz——why Lingo! 
Enter Lingo, 


Lingo. | Here Domine Felix. 
Sir Felix, You know my choice old ſack, 


So fetch a dozen bottles; 
Brave Bacchus we'll attack, 


Lingo, . And bibo all our throttles, 
Sir Felix. A feaſt's not worth a fig 


Without a luſty jorum. 


 Linge, Hey popolorum jig, 


Hey jiggo popolorum.. 
S OR US. 
Hey popolorum jig, 
_ Hey jiggo popolorum. 
ACT 
SCENE I. 4½ Inn. 
Draws and diſcovers Mrs. Cheſhire and Chicane, 


Chicane. OO, my glaſs of brandy and water is finiſhe 


and by this time the horſes are putting 
Mrs. C. We'll be upon him. He has got my leit 


by this; and Sir Felix Friendly, who lives here belo 
bas given me notice of Eugene's intentions to marry 
_ orphan girl ſomewhere here in the country; but I thi 
1'11 forbid the banns. You've the writ ready, Mr. C 


cane ? | | 330 
Chicane. In my pocket. But, Mrs. Cheſhire, I t 


you'll let no tender qualm prevent the execution of i,, 


E. THE: AGREEABLE SURPRISE. 17 


>. aſe the. young man, this Eugene, ſhall refuſe to marry 
ou. 

l, | Mrs: C. Tender qualms! you're a good lawyer, I be- 

lieve, Mr. Chicane, but you are little read in the heart of 

a woman. No, Sir; the more we love, the more we hate, 

| when that love is ſighted. And am not I right, Sir? not 

a better filled cheeſe ſhop in the Borough than mine. 

2 What would the fellow have; and pray Sir, an't La wife 
for any man! ? | 

Chicane. Wife! ay, and a good wife too, Mrs. Che- 
fire. And what's better, there's plenty of yau. 

Mrs. C. Ah! that's what my poor dear huſband uſed 
to ſay. The good ſoul died of a ſurfeit at the London 
Tavern. Ay, mere curds and whey ;—wouldn't do for 
a city teaſt, Delicate as Parmeſan, Mr. Chicane, Why, 
wite, ſays he, you're an honour to 'Tooley-ſtreet. A no- 
ble Cheſhire caſt in a Dutch mould. If he ſtill refuſes my 
hand and property, 

Chi. To priſon he goes. Yes, I have got a bailif that 
I think will have him. Yes, my bailiff's an agreeable fel- 
low. Tom Touch has a moſt taking way with him. Wes, 
yes, hell fleep in the King's Bench to night. | 
Mrs. C. Ay, as ſure as you have. two cars upon your 
head, Mr. Chicane. 

Chi. Then he's ſafe enough. (A/de ) _ 

Mrs. C. Yes, yes, to priſon he goes 3 ; and 1 think d am 
right, Sir. 

"Ct. Right! if not, Madam, I would not be concerned 
for you. I like to be on the right fide; and in my laf 
cauſe particularly, I lent an ear to juſtice -She neve. 
FepRared 1 it though. (Aide. 

Mrs. C. Come, Mr. Chicane, riſe 01 E hope thi 
poor beaſts haye;fed,—A tolerable pull to draw un anc 
me in a gig from. London. | 

Chi. Only two hours and four minutes. von abe an ex. 
cellent driver, Mrs. Cheſhliree. 

7 5 C. A pretty work, Sir, in fuch e eee e 
mu gi g. after a fellow?! 1 47. Sir; thbugh:my dea 
band hada fenen hu ag dd, ſoup -aight my 

3 


n : R * ere — — 
n N C 3 
ere N e . 


ncane. 


is ſiniſlie. 
putting 
my lei 
Te belo 
) marry 
but I thi 
Mr. C 


re, It 
On of u, 


1 eli. 


TX How finely he*l}'be hampered an ideal rival on one fi 
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he died, ] gave myſelf more trouble about this Eugene 


; Fang the fellow is in ſound health, and 1s only tent 
-- 


Chi. All from your good nature; Mrs. Cheſhire. 
Mrs. C. Oh! If my poor dear TT was Hire 
But he 5 better where he is. 


0 N . 


n choice of a huſband us widows are nice, 


I'd not have a man would grow old in a trice; 
Not a bear, or a monkey, a clown, or a fop, 


But one that could huſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 


A log I ll avoid, when I'm chuſing my lad, 


And a ſtork, that might gobble up all that I had; 


Such ſuitors I've had, Sir hut off they might hop, 


I want one that can buſtle and ſtir in my _P 


The lad in my eye is the man to my mind, 


So handſome, fo young, ſo polite and fo kind! 5 
Wich ſuch a good foul to the altar I'd pop, 
He's the man that can buſtle and tir in my ſhop. 


> CENT I. A Chamber, 
Enter Sir Felix and Compton. 


Sir Fel. Ha, ha, ha! ſhe's come, Mrs. Cheſhire 
.come, and brought an attorne n im. How he 
be ſurpriſed ! A letter is her harbinger, and they'll 
here in five minutes. Ha, ha, 1 
Comp. I had not a notion twas you ſent for her, | 


Sir Fel. I TE I'd ſurpriſe you. Ha, ha, ha !—W 
fee how he'll fight it out, Egad ! they'll ſurpriſe hi 


and a real attorney on the other. Ha, ha, ha? 
Comp. And tantalized with forbidd en fruit in the 


| moting affection of my Laura. 


Sir Fel. Ay, but when I ſnatch him frown the atton 
and tho fat cheeſemonger, and bleſs him with an afflu 


/ fortune and his dear A how he II be then "yy ed 


8 wh uy jy or wy, 20ÞM- hoe 


0 


— 


E. 


Eugen 
twenty 


e. 7 
live 


Ps 


magiſter. 
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Comp. Why certainly the winding up will be the beſt 


of the joke. 


Sir F el. Joke! I live in a joke. A d laugh i is my 


leaſe of happineſs ; and on the farm of fun LU * a te- 


nant for life. i 
8 0 N G. 


Some love great bowls to quaff, 
Some like a dog and gun; 

J love a hearty laug h, 
Give me a bit of fun, 


I lik'd a maiden 's charms, 
And after her did run: 
I took her in my arms. : ” 
Says I- we'll have ſome fun. 


With laugh, and joke, and play, 
At length her heart I won; 
To church we went ſo gay, 
And then we had ſome fun! 


Enter Eugene. 


Sir F dix. 


Eug. 1 with I could get an opportunity of wks to = 
[ won't return to Sir Felix in ſuch a perturbed 
ſtate of mind. Gompany, converſation —— — 


Laura. 


| Euter Lingo. 
Lia. Do Sir, come in and take a glaſs, do. 


Eug. Well, Lingo, my reſpects to Sir Felix, and 1 
ſhall do myſelf the honour of waiting on him at ſupper. 


Lin. No, Sir, tis I that am to wait on him at ſupper, 
pray, Sir, come in to meo 
be heartily weleome to Damine Felix, 


becauſe I am the butler. 
You'l 
I'm ſure; and that the wine is /\boba- veritas I'm 
ſure; for I took two glaſſes juſt now at the fide board. 


Zug. Why then, pray go in aud take another. Primo, | 


ſecundo, tertio, Mr. Lingo- 71 
Lin, Primo, — dere! Mr. Engene, you know 


Sir pray 
come in, and bibo a little with your father and Domine 
Felix; they are gone laughing into the parlour, and I. 
have opened a bottle for em. 


— — — 
r a. ro. gg ˙ es entre * 
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1 5 ſomething, Ik no a little too. Vou have ſludied Pra; 
| Sir, was you an Oxonian, or a Cantab ?. 
BM Eug. What an infernal fellow! (Half affe.) 1 


Lin. An infernal ſellow! O then you wore a ſquz 
cap.— I'll poſe the infernal fellow of Oxford.—Pr 


<1 Sir, can you decline the amatum ſupine to a ay that 
| fine? 
Fug. I and you are a great ſcholar, Mr. LI ingo. 8 
Lin. Scholar! L was a maſter of ſcholars.— — g 

| | cio ſcribendo, I can read. Legere, I can write. I. 

=! citorum Latinum, I can ſpeak Latin. Bat then, quid o. 

F mihi uſumque ſciente? what need have Jof fo much kn 

| ledge? No one liſtens to me but Cowllip the dairy-mail 

F | and'l admire her . for ſhe's as docile as a you 

| elephant, 10 

Amo, amas, | "0 

2; love alas, 

17 As a Cedar tall and lender; 

#1 Sweet cow{lips grace ga 
L 1s her nom'tive caſe, = 
| And ſhe's of the feminine gender. ſo 
[ Chor. — Rorum corum, Sunt divorum, 5 
| Harum ſcarum, Divo! lo 
| Tag rag, merry derry, perriwig and hatband, ſt 
| lic, hoc, horum genetivo! 2 
| | ex 
| Can I decline | ch. 
| A nymph divine ? | © 
| 55 A voice as a flute is dulcis; 7% 
80 i Her oculjs bright, 5 0 
CFP 

1 Add ots when 1 fagto, Her pulſe ls. 
[ | | Closer, gorum, KC. 5 ON ; by x To 80 
| = e e tr mW 
| | 7 2 My paella . 1122 835 . 9:43 _ 7 EY | 
n on II kiſs ſecula ſeculorym;, 11 99815 , 1 of af 1 | 
1 | 147 11; 01 oy TET ve luck, Sin, ICU An ul ( 


She's my uxor, 


Ion benedictorum! | 4 


5 E. 
Pra; 
. % 
a {qua 


— Pra 


dy that 
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Tag rag, merry derry, perriwig and ha 
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hor,—Rorum corum, Sunt divorum, 


Harum ſcarum, Divo! 


Hic, hoc, horum genetivo! 


Eg. Well, Thomas, | 
Thomas, I've been taking a mug o 
Sir; and a lady juſt come from London deſired me to 


Enter Thomas, 


give you that there letter. 


ſtreet. 
70 


10 J 


Eug. Mrs. Cheſhire'shand, my old Calypſo of Tooley- | 


Sir. 


wiſh I could ſay dear Fu ene; but you know you 


ate unworthy of ſuch an epithet, yet m 
*« obliges me to repeat the offer of my hand, which if you 
** again reject, my attorney has inſtructions to ſue you for 
the money my goodneſs lent to your neceſſity. | 
*« Yours, if you pleaſe, MarGeRRY CHESHIRE. 


44 P, F. I 
© ately, | | 


*Sdeath ! to be peſt 


tband, 


f ale at the Griffin, 


(Reads. 


good nature 


and my attorney will be with you immedi- 3 


ved it Tack « thine with fick's fb 


ſome, teazing old fool! her caſh that ſhe abſolutely for- 
ced upon me—What ſhall I do with her, a ſilly, ridicu- 
lous—Eh! egad ! ſuppoſe I— Ha, ha, ha!—a thought 
me, It will involve her in a ridiculous ſituation. 
I'll procure her a more honourable reception than ſhe 
expects. Ha, ha, ha! Yes. Thomas ſhall ſet it a-goin 
thro' the family. I'll tell it to him as a ſecret, and he'] 


ſtrikes 


tell it over the 
allowed. 


and 
Eug 
Tho 


Fug 


Tho 


* 


Enter Thames, 


\ Thomas. O Sir I've been looking for you. 
pot here as ſoon as her letter, 


. Huſh! 

Sir! — 5 | 

. 'Thomas, I know you're honeſt. 

. That 1 am, Sir, as any ſervant in— 


houſe, and the more marveilous, the eaſier 


The Lady 


She's in the little parlour, 


| Eug, 


——— ——— — 


ON * * 
c ² ——ꝛ 22 NIC OI 


. oe Ir Ie 


once you're intruſted with it. 
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Eug. Thomas, can you-—ſhut that door; can you Ke: 
a great ſecret ? 
Tho. Leave me alone for that, Sir. 


Eug. O Thomas, it's of the greateéſi. confequenc ce. I 


known it may lay our country in ruin. 

Jh. I won't tell a word of it, Sir. 25 

Eug. Not for your ſoul— Then, you muſt Know- come 
this way—that lady that gave you the letter, and that's 
now in the little parlour, 15 4 Ruſſian Princefs. 

The. A Princeſs ! 

Hug. The Princeſs Ruſtifuſti. She ſought a Auel 

Tho. A Princeſs ſight aduel! 

Eg. With a great Count of the holy Roman Empirt 
She was run this ugh the ſword arm; but the nov: 
Count's wounds were ſaid to be mortal; fo ſhe had i 
to Engla 1d {or sal ety , and if ſhe's Ciſcovered, We mu! 


give her up: then Thomas, ſhe'll be beheaded. 


The. Poor noble foul | 
Eug. Ay, Thomas; ſuch a Princeſs } \ koh all lanous 


; ges, and Englich moſt correctly. Now, Thomas, if 50 
| mention chi 


The. Me! not r : 
Euter Fringe. 


Fig g. Huch! not a word, eſpecially to a woman. [ Exi 

Fr. And why not to a woman pray? 

Tho. Becauſe it's a ſecret. 

Fr. A ſecret! I muſt know it. 
The. O, Mrs. Fringe, if you would not ſpeak of i- 

Fr. Come, tell me. 

Tho, Then you muſt know—ſhut the door—this way 
the great lady in the little parlour is a Ruſſian Princes. 
Fr. A Princeſs! 

Tho. 'The Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky. She killed two Coun: 
of the holy Roman Emperor, She's here incog.—And 
ſhe's taken, her head will be chopped off. Not a word 
that, Mrs. Fringe; forit's a raſcally thing to tell a thi 


Fr. So it is indeed Thomas. Exit Thomas) 


. [ Exii 


of it 


S Way 
nceſs. 


» Count 
— Andi 
word 


| a thit 
'S 
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A Princeſs ! I'll wait upon her. She may prefer me to 
be one of her maids of honour, | 5 
| Enter John. 


Jobn. Did you ſee Mr. Lingo? I want ſome cake and 


wine for this ſtrange gentlewoman here in the parlour. 


Fr. Gentlewoman! well, 1 find ſome people know _ 
more of ſome people than ſome people. But when people 
intruſt people with people's ſecrets, people are not to tell 
them to all the people people meet. 

Fohn. Heul the devil! what a crowd of people's 
here! 

Fr. Eh! no, we're Alone int the door—John, if 
you knew—you won't tell any body? _ 5 

Jahn. Tell! did I tell of the bottle of burnt claret the 
other night, though I ſtole it from Mr. Lingo myſelf. 

Fr. No, you have diſcretion, John — John, that gen- 


| tlewoman, as you call her, i. but it is the greateſt ſe- 


cret—ſhe is the great Ruſſian Princeſs Ruſky Fuſcy! 
Jobn. The Princels Ruſky Fuſky! | 

Fr. She was ſet upon by five holy Roman Empires,— 

The dear lady had nothing but her fan and her ſciſſars; 

and with theſe, ſhe defended her honour, with her back 

againſt a tree, till ſhe laid the five holy Roman Empires 


all dead at her feet. If ſhe had ſtaid, ſhe would have had 


her head' ſeverated from her body ; ſo ſhe called for her 
own maid, a faithful ſenſible body like me, one that never 
Dlabbed ,—ſhe packed up her portmanteau, croſfed the 
ſeas, and landed at ; Pla. ckheath. If ſhe's taken—John 
don't tell, as her life's in danger, _ 

John. Her life 1 in danger! damme! if 1'd tell for half 
a crown. 

Fr. I believe you, John. I aſſure you I wouldn't have 
told you, only I know you can keep a ſecret as well as 
myſelf. i. Bax 

John. Can one get any thing by i it though? 

Enter Cowſhp. 


Cow, What cream is wanted for the morning, John ? 


e Ha! my dainty dairy maid! 
| Ceww, 


— — — wü 
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Cow. Ha'done, do, I ſhouldn't have thought of yl" 
impudence, John. (Bell ring; IF © 
ohn. Zounds ! I forgot the wine and cake for u 
Prin—gad! I'd like to have popt it out.— Ah, Cowſly 
I could diſco ver 
Cow. I don't care what you Ateever of me. Why di 
Mr. Lingo tell then? 
John. What? 
Cow. O, nothing. 
John. Damn the old wig block ! ! he has the ear, and 
fancy the lip too of every Woman in the houſe. 
Cow. Why, you're as tall, and your leg is not ami 
when you're behind the coach. But why don't you ſpa, 
the Latin tongue? 
John. I've more regard to Jerency, than to curſe a 
| ſwear to innocent women, becauſe they don't underlitau 
me. 
Co. Does Mr. Lingo do ſo? certain and ſure he dot 
come out with his nouns ſometimes. 
| NN Cowllip, Ill tell you the ſecret if you'll affro 


WE. 8 = Ods-daiſy ! but Pl huff bien + ; will that do? I! 
pull his wig. He's mighty proud of his wig. Now what 
the ſecret pray? 
obn. The ſecret is—( Bell rings.) Coming — 
tell. We've a great Princeſs in the houſe, 

Cow. A-Princeſs! ods daiſy ! that's fine. 

John. The Ruflian Princeſs Na F uſky. 

Cow. The Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky ! 

John. She killed ſix knights of the holy Roman Em: 
ror. She's in diſguiſe here. The conſtables are af 
her with a ſearch warrant, and ſhe'll be hanged if ſhe's 

ken. You have the ſecret now, and pr keep it, for n 
ſake. (Bell rings.) Coming, coming | 

Coro. Keep the ſecret! ay, that I will, —Lord! 1! 

goto the princeſs Ruſky Fuſky, and then I muſt mat 

eto the lawn, or all the ſports will be over, and Cu 

den my een gone home, or mayhap dance vi 

> | Ane ab 
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E. 
of va nother girl. John and Mr. Lingo—Ah! after all, find 
5h udden has Kimmed the cream of my affections. | 


Tune, Corn Riggs are 3 


Lord, what care I for mam or dad ? 
Why, let *em ſcold and bellow : 
For while I live I'll love my lad, 
He's ſuch a charming fellow. 


The laſt fair day on Gander-green 
5 The youth he danc'd ſo well-o, 
So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 
As my ſweet charming fellow. 


The fair was over, night was come, 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow; 

Says he, my dear, I'll ſee you home,— 
1 thank'd the charming fellow. 


We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he, if you'll not tell-o, | 
1 Kiſs you here by this good light ; 
Lord, what a charming fellow! 
You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath 5 
Ye bells ring out my knell-o ! 
Again I'd die ſo ſweet a death, 
With ſuch a charming fellow. ; 
” here comes Mr. Lingo, with his gibberiſh and his 
aſenſe. | 5 


Enter Lingo. 


n Empl Lin. Or my ſweeteſt of Cowllips, dulces puella! by my. 
are aft lexter and finiſter manus, your antic Caleb ſings lo Pœ- 
ſhe's rs to lee you. 

t, for 1 Cow. What do you ſay, you 're in pain to ſee me, Mr. 


ingo? 
Liz. Gerunds, declenſions, md and adverts. 
Cow, I ſhould not ha thought of your herbs, 

| G 


Lin. 
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Lin. Aid me, amor, the eight parts of ſpeech, ſingular, 


plural, nouns and pronouns ! 
_ Cow. Mr. Lingo, I does'nt love curſing and wearing 
Lin. Nominativo hanc, hunc et hoc. 
Cow. Hock again! Your drunk with hock for my part 
I believe. I deſire you'll ha' done, do. { Gives him a puſh, 
lin. Ha' done, do! Hear this you azure woods, you 
purling plains, you verdant ſkies, you cryſtal ſwains, ye 
feathered fountains, trinkling groves, you cooing _ 
ye capering doves! She's in "the imperative mod. 
danmatus, obſſtinatus mulier! 
Coo. Do you ſay I'm a damn'd obſtinate mule 
| How dare yu call me names? 1 Il pull your wig for you, 
that's what I Will. [ Pulls his auig. 
In. If my ſcholars were to foe me now, they'd never 
let me whip them again in ſecula ſeculorum. 
Co. For all your lorums and larning. I could lan 
you ſomewhat, if I had a mind, Mr. dchoolmaſter, but 
its a great ſecret, or | could tell you the big lady in the 
little parlour is the Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky ; h w ſhe killed 
| ſeven whole Roman Emperors; and how ſhe'll be hanged 
in chains if ſhe's catch'd; and I could have told you even 
word it | pleaſed ; but you ſhan't' know a ſy llabub of 1 - 
from me, that you ſha'nt, Mr. Schoolmaſter. L Exit, 
Lin. Multum in parvo. What a diſcreet ut it is to 
know all this, and wou'dn't tell even me, becauſe its a ſe- 
cret! The Princeſs Ruſky Fuſky is in our houſe! this! 
indeed a lecret, pro bono publico. This cowſlip ist 
very flower, che daffy-doun dilly of Garry: maids. 


of 

| 8 O N G. : 

Of all the pretty flowers, | — 
A Cowſlip's my delight : | 
With that 1'd paſs my hours, 


Both morning, noon and night, the 
Jo be ſure 1 * 65 7 


Typ 10 
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gular, | 
SU. This Cowflip fincll'd fo fweetly, 
1 And lock'd ſo freſh and gay, 
Says I, your dreſs'd ſo neatly, 

3 | Well have a little la 
7 1 3 5 To be fare we will, He. | 
LES © One eveni ng in the dairy, 
ns, ge] *Twas lying on the ſhelf, _ 
g kids, | I kii>'d the preity fairy, | 
d. 0 And then laid down myſelf. , 

TEES | To be ſure I did, &c, 

or you, This flower - one morning early 
is wig, Upon a bed did reſt; 
1 never 4 lov'd to pull it dearly, 

And {tick it in my breaſt. 
11d lam | To be ſure I could, Oe. 
er, but | „ 

„in thell 1 5 8 0 E N 7 III. | 
Cc killed | | 
hanged Fier Eugene. 


u ever} 


” wy family, and my W is a Ruſſian Princeſs. 


it 2 5 Enter Laura. | 
1 | Lan O 8 I hear Sir Felix's ſon is actually ar- 
p is t 


bid an eternal adieu to you and happineſs. 
Leu. Do you leave the country, Eu gene? 
Zug. Can I ſtay to ſee my deareſt Eu- te what 
] ea 7, Tay. 


Lau. Nay, Kogene, do tell me, 


Eug. Sir Felix's ſon is arrived, and-—Can I ſee you in 


255 the arms of another? 
uld, C Lau. Ab, Eugene, if you go do 500, can © og think 
hi four Laura will * behind | ? 
e 2 Fug, 


40 So, as 1 expected, my ſecret has gone throvgh the 


Exg, Then, my Laces. though bitter the ſeparation, * 
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Eug. Generous Laura! but Sir Felix has ſet his hear 
' upon your union with his ſon. To his bounty my fathe 
? and Iowe our very exiſtence. And ſhall I, like a viper 
turn and ſting my kind preſerver? No Laura. Though 
in the poſſeſſion of you, my love, I compriſe all hope d 
. happineſs; yet, in my mind, the height of human bliſs i 
8 dearly gained, when purchaſed by an action of diſhonour, 
I! Lau. 1 aſk your pardon, Sir—I ſee my error—l ſhan 
| he ungrate ful to Sir Felix—1'll give my hand where hi 
11 commands, though my heart may burſt.— Oh! Eugene, 
11 | did not think you'd uſe me thus, 


55 3„%%%ͤßXè%òꝶüʃũ 0,” 


ö 

| | Ah why take back the vows you gave, 

1 | = wiſh to part with mine ? 

| | M, y heart is ſtill your willing ſlave, 
'Tho' your's I muſt reſign. | 


N e whoſe yows did firſt engage, | 
| l By Tho' anxious to remain, 
| EFknamour'd of its golden cage, 

* 1 You'd now let looſe again. 


| 5 You Iuil'd me in a dream of love, | 

1 A gay illuſive ſhew; 

l | And when the ſubſtance 1 would prove, 
| | di ou wake me into Woe, e 


Eig. 1 cannot bear this, and fear love muſt triump! 
over gratiiu: de, and have you fortitude, Laura, t0 
face the world with me? 

Lau. 'Vry me. And not even the elements ſtall part 
your faithful Laura from her beloved Eugene. 

Fug. Generous Laura! Lol 


SON 


— 
Us 


s hear 
* father 
| Viper, 
| hough 
ope 0 
bliſs h 
1ONOUr, 
I ſhan 
here be 
gene, 


triumpi 
aura, t0 


hall pan 


you pleaſe. 
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„„ 


My Laura, wilt thou truſt the ſeas; 
For poor Eugene quit home and eaſe, | 
And certain peril prove! 
Then conſtancy 
Our pilot be, 
As all our freight is love: 


Tho' Boreas wears an angry form, 
And threat'ning clouds portend a ſtorm, 
No chearing ſtar 0 def : | 


Our bark ſhall base ſtem the tide, 
Jill ſkies clear up and ſtorms ſubſide, 
- And peace returns her dove; 


If conſtancy, &c, 
SCENE Iv. 
urtain draws and Bihovers Mrs. Cheſhire fiting down, 


Lingo, John, and William, ceremonioujly watting, 


Mrs. C. My patience is almoſt wearied out. 


Very 
range I can't ſee Eugene. 


thn. Yes, Madam. 4 | 
Lin. Madam John don't know ſhe's a princeſs; and 
can't do her proper ok. before theſe Cyclops. John, 


ou may both retire. 


John. Mr. Lingo's not in the ſecret, {Afde., ) Mr. Lir- 
„ pray bow reſpectfully to her. 


3h Do you teach me that have teached hundreds: 


ogy docentum, you vile liftor! Take your-fac- out 
the room, go. Am not I the domeſtic god, the very 
ady of the family! ? Go. (Exit John. } Don't be att. id, 


> body knows you but me. 
Mrs, C. Theſe Kentiſh ſervants are very civil 


8 . | Enter 


Let conſtancy, & Sc. | 


Oh dear! a glaſs of water, 


Some cake for your faithful Majeſty. 
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Enter Cowſlip wh a bowl. 


Cow. Some of our Engliſh cream for your r royal te. 


Verence. | * — 


Mrs. C. My royal reverence! 

Lin, Take the glaſs, pleaſe your C atholzc . 
Mrs. C. My Catholic Majeſty ! 

Lin. Cowſlip, leave the preſence. 

Cow. I have no more tle nts than the bowl of cream. 

Lin. Cream! you ſhailow Pomona! _ 
Cow. Well, till now I always thought your great Rul. 


ſians wore whiſkers, [Exit 


Lin, Don't mind that girl, moſt learned Mufty. She 
a mere En gliſh Druid, moſt divine bard. | 


+ Sao John, avith 1 | 


Lin. John, this honour is too grout 1 
John. Mr. Lingo, 1 was ordered | 
Lin. John, 1 do not love a common Daaden 5 


John, Sir, I. 
Lin. Go out, unmannerly homo, go! (Exit John 
The moſt impudent canus in our domus. 
Mrs. C. This is wine. A glaſs of water, if you pleak 
Lin. In vino veritas. You get not water in this houk 


Mrs. C. My Majeſty! O, this is mere diverſion. 
ſent a letter juſt now from the Griffin to Mr. Eu gene. 

Lin. You ſent it! Yes, he got a letter from the GH 
fin.— Take ſome cake. Vivitus, we live by cating f 


drinking, pleaſe your grace 's holineſs. 


Mrs. C. My grace's holineſs ! pray harkee, Sir, dll V 
your maſter tolerate you to—but 1— I m cool. t 

Lin. Cool! ſhe wants the Ruſſian ſtove. We have! 
ſuch in England, great Ottoman; but I'll immediate 
get you a chaffing diſh of hat coals for your —— s 


Eu 
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Enter Fringe. | 
royal te. Fr. Kneeling. Pleaſe your royal highneſs ! 
Kneeling, WW Mrs. C. My royal highneſs !. £ 1 5 
Fr. J am my young Lady's own woman, your royal 
jeſty. highneſs. | ; Nd 1 | 
Mrs C. I am no royal highneſs, madam, Sa 
Fr. O! Iknow your royal highneſs very well; but I'd 
ſcorn to betray your loyal highneſs, as it was in defence 
of your virtue you killed the Roman N | 


cream. 


reat Ru Mrs. C. I kill the Roman Emperors 
E Fr. A Ruſſian Princeſs !—Give me our own royal ſa- 
mily after all. „ 


. Mrs. C. All mad in this houſe, I believe. 
. Enter Lingo, with a cloak. | 
Lin. You will have the hot coals preſently. In the 
mean time throw this Ruſſian fur cloak over you. Mr. 


Compton wore it in your cold Eaſtern ports, You were 


enus. wounded in the ſword- arm, great Ruſtifuſti. e 
3 Mrs C. Ves, this fellow's mad. [4/4 
it Jon Liz. Thoſe Roman Emperors that attacked you were 


Tarquins, depend upon it. That chair is too low 
for your 1 ak Here 1s another. It is higher and 
more fitter for your eminence. e 


DU pleak 

his houk 

ion. Enter Thomas. 

the Gi Mrs. C. Highneſs! All mad. I've got into bedlam 

ating 3 ſure. 8 | | FIT [ Afede. 
| Lin. (Laying liold of Thomas.) Whiſper a princeſs ! 


Sir, ll Why, Thomas, you fancy yourſelf Cardinal Wolſey in 


this Houſe, 


e have! Tho. O! If you knew, Mr. Lingo ET 
1mediate Lin. What? Quid opus ? T6 
* : Tho. A ſecret, I met an attorney and a bailiff at the 
door. * a 
z £% An attorney! turn out. Item aut 


Mr 8. Eo It's 


u gene, Tho. ( Kneels and whiſpers.) Y our highneſs is diſcovered, 


K ee 


——— 


— —— — n 


tate? Oh, oh! 


faithful. 


be taken alive. Yes, ſhe I kill the attorney. There ist 


ſme'll 6; ght! Here, now, defend yourlelf, brave Rui 
fuſti. : 


But there is one thing | can never forgive 1 in ſzcula ſccul 
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Mrs. C. It's my lawyer. Open the door. 
Lin. Let in an attorney! Are POR mad, great poten 


Mrs, C. Open the door. 
Lin. The lawyer will betray you, commander of W Al 
Mrs C. Open the door I ay. 
Tin. Sit quiet great Ruſtifuſti. | 
Mrs. C. Am I to be ſhut up here with a adn 
Open the door I inſiſt. la 
Lin. Her ſerene highne( is in a Wb She'll new 


caſe of piſtols. There is a broad ſword. Heavens! ha 


Mr. C. Open the door, I ay. 1 
. * es, She'll ſhoot the attorney. Stay, till 1 get u 


he 
| here. Now prime, and hre away, brave Bellona. d 
| Enter Sir Felix and Compton. | þ 
"Ur Fel. Don't be alarmed, princeſs. Though you ; 
_ perſon's known Nes you're ſafe by all the laws of hoſp ( 
talit 
5 1 Stand out of the way, Domine Felix, till Ruſk i 
fuſti ſhoots the attorney. " 0 
(on. Why this is Mrs Chethire, our Southwark cheeſe: 
; monge. : F 
Lin. A cheeſemonger 1 O Cælum IRE And harel 
ſtudied. Syntax, Cordery, Juvenal, and Triſtram Shench | 


to ſerve wine on my knee to a mighty cheeſemonyer !- 


lorum. 
Com. What's that; Lingo # DST [ Exit, 
Lia. Her not ſhooting the attorney. 


Enter Chicane 


Chi. So, ſo, the party has abſconded. 


Mrs C. Eugene! „ 
; Sir Fa 
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Sir Fel. My ſon run away. | 
Chi. With the young Lady of the houſe 1 think. 
Cam. My daughter! 
Sir Fel. Tol, fol, lot !—a, ha, ha! This is god. To 
Void each other, gone of together. Ha, ha, ha! I'm fo 
lap 
26 Enter Eugene and . 
Sir Fel. So you ran away to be married, I ſuppoſe ? 

adn Eg. With that intention, Sir, I confeſs. 

L Dear Sir Felix, the fault was mine ; but Eugene's 


n neiind is replete with honour, and he has made me a pro- 


here is hte. O Sir! he his my affections, I here return to 
1! holy obedience, with hopes a ſon of your's will never 
e Rull ccept my hand, when my heart is poſſeſſed by another. 
i Sir Fel. Refuſed a fine girl rither than vio! e the ties 
*f honour and gratiiude!—My Euzere! my ſon! take 
p blefling of a Father ; for now I with pride acknow- 
90 vou. 
ug. (To Compton, Sir! = 
Cm, *Tis true, Eugene. Sir Feli Ix claim, your fil tal duty. 
Lug. I'm ſurprized ! _ 


I get u 


Tia. 


gh you 
t boil Sir Feu. Yes, I love to ſurpriſe people. | 5 
Liz. Dear Sir! (To vir Felix) your bleſſing and for- 
veneſs. | K. „er li. 29. 
dir Fel. Kneel there, Laurs: His right is Per to 
ine. 
Lau. Mr. Compton !— 
Co, Yes, Laura, in me you beho'd an 2MRionate pa- 
it ; but next to heaven you owe your thanks to that be- 
| 1 man. 

. C. Well, TY} be revenged if it coſt me half the | 
| aſe in my ſhop. 
or Fel. Stay, widow. Egad! I've ſurpriſed you. Sup 
ſe you ſurpriſe me in turn, and marry the attorney? 
Mrs. C. 1 own Mr. Chicane is an honeſt man, but 
Sir Fel. Honeſt! Take him hume.— Bring an honeſt 
ory over London Bridge with you, and you'll ſur- 
le all "Oy: ſtreet. Euer 


Il Ruſt 


k cheeſe 
id harel 
n Shonch 


onger! | 
ok ſecu 


[ Exit 


Sir Ft, 


r 5 * 
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therefore J will write a Latin Epitaph for the pair | 


8 Gabalus. | 


freys and Gaaluſles, Lay the cloth, and SP 


<A Kg: S 


Enter Liago. : 
Lin. J hear of a wedding going to be, Nomine Fel 


bridegrooms, wheren I'll provoke the patronage of ( 
pid, 't homas a Becket, * N Kneller, and Hel 


Sir Fel. Let me have no more of your damn'd G4 
with a good wedding ſupper, 


Eng. A wedding | Is it pofſible—— | 
Sir Fel. Yes, boy, poſfible ; ay, and probable too, | 


ſurpriſed you with the girl of your heart, and a good 
tune. Is not this an A PR Surpriſe, 


F I N AL . 
Sir F. A kiſs my girl! ! your hand my boy! 


There now each anxieus trouble ends, | 
vet be it Bill my greateſt joy 
With AelBngs to furpriſe my friends. . 


CHORUS, 


Fach Jovial heart be pleas'd this night; 
What bleſſing in good humour lies! 
And proſpects yield more ſweet delight, 

By an Agreeable Surpriſe. 


Lau. In pureſt robes of radiant light, 

| Diana, Ceres, Hymen come! 
Eug. vou ve bleſs'd the day, ſo crown the night, 
Our birth day, 9 harveſt home! 
99 | ach jovial bean, 


Mrs. 2 Great Ruſtifuſti now no more, 
| Nor Ruſhan Princeſs here 1 1 
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5 E. 0 widow Cheſhire as before, 
OE. And for a huſband {till agog! s 
| „ Fach Jovial heart, Sc. 


ine e Com. Uncertain yet our poet's fate, 


e pait Jis your award mult fix his dome! 
e of (FF. Applaud! with joy he'll celebrate | 
nd Hel Oaur birth-day, wegding, harveſt home! 


Lin. For omne bene he applies, 


= 75 He's Dead. Alive“ in eritie's paw; 
105 Forgive th Agrecable Surpriſe, 
And ſpare him for his oon. in- ao. 
80 CHORUS. 
8 Each jovial heart be pleas' d this night, 
What bleſling in good humour lies! 
And proſpects yield more ſweet delight, 
| * an A Surpriſe. 
ds. 
ds. 
oy {4:80:48 6 
L 8 
ght, 


e | night, 
home! 
| heart, 


g! 
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